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Sam  Cowell’s  Comic  ^SongTSter 


“  He  cut  his  throat  with  a  puce  of  yiasSj  and  stabbed  his  donkey 


j  Hate  atelier’s  Daughter 
Dll  y  l>arlow 
Afloat  oil  the  Ocean 
Annie  Laurie 


jl’in  bother'd  froii 
the  tail 

F«  reto|)  Morality 
flojly  Green 


'Ooine  home  vi  ilh  the  milk  Banks  of  the  ole  Tar  Riber 


COffTEI^irS 

iher'd  from  head  Friend,  by  my  soul.  I’ll  I’d  be  a  Gips*^y 
e  tail  \\hi^'key  drink  Hark’tiathe  bugle’s  peal- 

|)  Morality  I  he  accusing  Lover  ing  note 

Green  Tiie  peace  of  the  valley  is  Queen  nnd  the  Navy  J 

of  the  ole  Tar  Riber  hell  Lily  of  St.  Lee?  j  id's 

Ihcer’s  Funeral  For  j  ok  sake  Jove  poor  Toirether  dearest,  let  us  fly 
were  those  hoiir>  JJin^y  Time  is  a  blessing 

infancy  I  wept  o’er  my  beautiful  Give  me  death  or  liberty 

i  happiness,  &  lov*  floir<jr  The  world  is  on  the  move 

n  Rayne  Nothing Ifcte pride  aboutme  Do  you,  said  Fanny 

fools  and  great  ones  Paddy  on  the  Railway  The  sweet  a  nd  merry 
{  old  chair  Song  of  the  Lily  merry  horn 


in  the  morning  1  he  Olhcer’s  Fuiu^ral 

Nelly  Bly  Sweet  were  those  hour 

Labourer,s  welcome  home  of  infancy 
When  1  play’d  those  tricks  Health  happiness,  &  lov 
so  charming  Reuben  Rayne 

Well  earned  pleosures  of  Little  fools  and  great  ones 
the  chase  "  In  this  old  chair 


Im  thine,  I’m  thine  1  Li  tile  Jessy , the  flower  girl  iLet  us  be  h^pp/  together  [The  song  of  the  old  year 
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^am  Cowell’s  C?omiiB  ^ngster 


The  Ratcatcher^ s  Daughter 

Saog  by  Mr.  Cowe’l  at  the  London 
concerts,  with  immense  applause. 

N  Westminster,,  not  long  ago, 
j[  There  liv’d  a  ratcatcher’s 
daughter^ — 

She  wai  not  burn  in  Westminster, 
But  oa  the  pther  side  of  the  water 
Her  feithcr  kill’d  rats,  and  she  sold 
sprats ; 

All  round,  and  over  the  water. 
And  the  gentlefolks  they  all  bought 
sprats 

Of  the  pretty  ratcatcher’s  aaughter 
Of  the  pretty,  dec. 

the  wore  no  cap  upon  her  head, 

No  cap  or  dandy  bonnet— 

9er  hair  it  hung  about  her  neck, 
Jhsi  like  a  bunch  of  carrots. 

If  she  cried  sprats  in  Westminster, 
She’d  such  a  loud  sweet  voice, sirs 
You  might  hear  her  all  down  Par- 
Uament-street, 

As  far  as  Charing  cross,  airs. 

At  ftjf,  &c. 

Ai  rich  and  great  came  far  and  near 
To  marry  her  all  sought  her. 
But  at  friend:*  and  foes  she  eock'd 
her  nose. 


Bid  the  pretty  ratcatcher’s 
'  daughter. 

For  there  was  a  man  sold  Hily  white 
sand,’ 

In  Cupid’s  net  had  caught  her. 
And  over  head  and  ears  in  love. 

Was  the  pretty  ratcatcher’s  daugh- 
ter.  ,W4stht,&c. 

Now  lily  white  sand  so  run  in  her 
head. 

When  coming  along  theStiahd, sirs' 
She  forgot  sbe’dgot  sprats^so’tis  skid 

And  cried,  *  buy  my  lily  wm^te 
land  O  i’  ’  , 

The  folks  amaz’d  all  thought  her 
crazed,  •  . <  ; 

All  klong*  the  Strand  \ 

To  hear  a  girl  with  sprats  on  her  heiad  , 

Cry,  ’  bdy  mylily  white  sand  O 
Cry,  45C. 

•The  ratcateher'a  daughter  so  run  in 
his  head, 

Se  didn’t  know  what  ha  wasarter 
’Stead  of  crying,  buy  my  lily  white 
•and. 

Cried,  <d’ye  want  any  ratcatcher’s 
daughters 

The  donkey  cook’d  his  ears  9l  bray’d 

Belkswwsder'd  wbMBe  var  irtet 


To  hear  a  lily  white  sand-mao  eiTt 
’Do>eu  want  any  rateataher’s 
daughter  t* 

'  (  Do  you,  dc4. 

Now  they  agreed  to  married  be 
Upon  the  Easter  Sunday — 

But  tbe  ratcatcher’s  daughter  bad  a 
dream,  ■  , 

She  shouldu't  be  alive  on  the 
Monday. 

To  buy  some  sprats  once  mole  she 
.went. 

And  tumldediinto  the  water-^ 
And  down  to  the  bottom  alLeover’d 
with  mud,  ^  - 

Went  the  r  pretty  latfateher’s 
dau'ghtersi  Wesi^  Ac. 

^  When  l}ly  white  sand'-uian  heard  . 
,  the  bedrs,  / 

Both  his  eyes  ran  down  with  water 
Says  he,  *ia  l^^e’l'U  constant  prove 
Blow  me  if  J  live  longarfer  I’ 

So  he  cut  hit  throat  with  a  piece  of 
glass, 

And  stabb’d  hie  donkey  arter, 

8o  donkey  and  lily  white  sgnd-min 
died, 

Throdgh'leve  ofthe  ratcaleber  e 
daughter. 

Through  Iwva,  Hi. 


'Bme  is  a  Uestii^ 


.  {t  I  HHe  Wltrlehit  om-.  Ii<  <iM>t  frhe  9oiig^  (»f  Hfik^CMf  Year, 


We*>y 


dot  eovattfs  bi< 

'  liOO|ia»liud, 


JFcom^thcw^tto) 


•  (Music  at  Mr.  DAvidKMi^M 

timeifableMingientby  Oo4# 
^  For  the  uae,  Bot  abuse,  of  man  | 
Afid  wee  to  him  who  shall  ever  pre¬ 
sume 

To  frustrate  kk  MakeT*s  plaa* 
The  sun  hath  fts  time  of  goin^dofiA 
The  birds  Know  their  hour  of 
Then  whr  is  it  that  man  should  be 
By  Ills  fellow  man  oppress’d? 

By  his  fellow  man  oppressed  ? 

Oh!  why  should  the  hour  of  tott 
endure. 

Till  the  head  and  heart  grow  IMn# 
If  it  because  the  mind  of  man 
Is  better  for  such  restraint  ? 

Need  leisure  hours  be  idle  hourc 
And  lend  to  oonrupi  the  mine  r 
No  *  brotherly  love  is  the  only  ehalu 
That  master  and  man  Aouki  bindi, 
Ibdt  master  and  man  should  MikL 

Ae^  ask  ye  of  him  whose  ^nK|p 
cheA, 

Proclaims  a  life  of  cm, 

Mew  many  hours  of  thetw6i^<db|Hi 
'^THe  for  wife  and  child  oanlbim? 
Ok !  Icmg  ere  he  wearily  se^  Jili 
hewie, 

ICechildreu  arc  gone  to  rest; 
JJtbkjthey  know  ^  a  fatlier's 
j^  the  anguish  that  rendaTm 

.  Se^^^uiOi  that  lends 
breaU. 


But,  alas»  human  nature  is  weut 
And  if  time  be  not  gtw’n  for  mantel 
food*  „ 

Some  other  resouzee  man  will 
seek  I 

At  the  hour  of  ten>  at  the  d#i|tf 
liour. 

When  the  spirits  require  fiUef,  . 
lie  raibas  to  scenes  nheie 
Ssent  dwells, 

Xo  drown  for  awhile  his  grieA 
Teiit^sers  (^time,  oh*  lemeiobsr 

^  yous  tmst, 

CIlBee  eaHy,  you’ll  nerer  repent  : 
OhJ  whyslmuld  a  blessing  by  man 
be  denied,  '  ' 

i''  That  our  heavenly  Fathei  has 
C'T  ^fadsnU'  ^ 

esr  1  y *  qloscissrl:^  f 
your  reward— 

Believe  me,  1  say  what  is  trues 
fltodiPw^have  time  to  look  aftecr 

faithful  tq  you. 
■\Viirbe  the  ihoSt  laifh'ful  to  you. 


Gi^  e  me  death  dr 

(An4r.w».) 

happy  to  ny  lapd^ 

1  boast  my  country’s  ekarter 
rU  never Aasely  lend  handy 
ITer  liberties  to  barter, 
rhe  noble  mind  la.^t  at  all. 

By  pe»erty>  degraded, 

TU  guilt  alone  can  make  us  fall,  v' 

Ah4  .WoUI^api  presqadpd* 

»ach  free  bom  Britop’s  ^ng  «hoal4  be 
'  Or  give  me. death  or  libcrtyl 

Th«n;b  spialUbe  poiwey  wh^  For- 
toaegrApts, 

And  fsw  the  gvAs.ff^^^^s, 

The  lordly  kirel:uy.^ftcn  wasts. 

Our  bouse  U  our  ,^^ell«fii ; 

dear.la 

life, 

;  Averjt^slMlA.^<  ^  ^ 

No;  every  Wiieg*)^  sbH. 


(Musk,  at  Mr.  Dandsaok.) 

fFHB  woiM  if  on  the  move, 
d.  Look  nitout,  look  aboiNf 
Thsce  is  nuioh  we  may  impioe%^^ 
po  not  doubt,  do  not  doubit 
Jmd  for  fdLsM  understand. 

May  be  httSoii^oughout  tlM  laBc^ 
A  warning  voice  at  hand, 
ranging  out,  rlogi^  out.  ' 

Though  gkom  hearts  dsqpond, 
jAt  sky,  at  jtoe  sky, 

-.There^  a^^U^to  Sj^ine  beyond^ 

‘»y?» 

atuu^ 

tass-fa 


(EUza  Cook.) 

/^K  1  have  been  runaiag  a  Joyema 
^  career, 

Oa  a  steed  that  requires  nor  bridal 
Bor  goad. 

Bat  bt’ll  sooB  change  hit  rider  and 
leave  the  old  year. 

Lying  low  in  the  dost  of  eteraity’s 
road, 

I  have  choked  up  the  earth  with  the 
sturdy  elm  board, 

I  have  chequered  the  air  the 
bfumera  of  .Jirlfe, 

Wkke  pte  the  tombstones  l*ye  soqUied 

abroM*  .  ■ 

Bright  are  the  youns  eyes  iVt  ppeaed 
to  light, 

of  me  fairiy  m#,  give  ihu 
.^^pldjear,  • 

yArfiMrm  heertfd  W^JmsiJ 

.jy^glee, 

Gheent.^a  rouj^gy  qiyer  Imyi^laurei 
gMtp  bollr 
^;piieii4|MdF, 

’^<^.<>1h5ll»bkfof4|^e^ad^  evik 

^aon.,  , 

bkljac^  ;«nd  th.^ 

yi)|i  U>,  to  »l.  plttcfc 

%  ^ve>idt)^B^shoeUef  t^^ 

XC  I*ye;>^l|kkbns4  ^he  most  ,en  the- 
■  >'k)tf|j|i|m>ivall, 

I^hq;i^,i^rcn|t]%  love  bower  ten 
/  ,  MU  es  fiU^ 

Then  speak,  Ite.' 

Th  havk  murmered  ef  late  at  mjr 
gloom  laden  hoars, 

Yca  have.  lqoke(l  qiK  my^ld  winter 
’  ^  '^fiaee  filth  efrdwB, 

Aki^tof  the  led  Mover  aed  yeXlo#^ 
'  '  'dern  do^' 

'HI  iM  geUetimd  driek  whSe  my  weM'- 
fag  toBM  siek^ 


Do  you,  ^aid  Fanny • 

’  T^O  you,  said  Fanny, t’other  day^ 

JLJ  In  earnest  love  me,  as  y  ou  say^s 
^liCkerc  ^esetender  applied 
To  fifty  girls  alike  beside  ? 
jjaar,  crucrglri,  cried  I,  forbear; 

Cfo?  \ymtne  eyes;  thoM^ltos,  I 
gwear— "  ^  . 

rt  SltestoPF’ii;to^^M^P.Peth  I  took, 

twstt  und  mn-ry  t^ttry  '  j^th.  ih«  i«Ta< 


T^OtmT  *ot  .wMith,  I  .0!^  vk 

*  '  pdww, 

' '  t  seorn^ ithegiddy  toem* 

^’d.  rather  pask  eebb  .iae ting  hocr 
Ib  solitude  uhnnowB, 

Bgeepi  wheii'ilie.mcrcy  memy  hprUi 
Breathes  forth  HamuKitlay, 

And  Ok.  Mil*  fM  d 

^  •Cheers  «l|ivti()n  Sibairk.qetay. 

There’s  many  a  chase  within  tke^wei^ 

But  ye  soon  receive  a  fan,  .  ^ 

•Ubw*  froto-  th*  1  #*>' 

hurledy  ■  ■’  '  ,  /  I  iwllwfc.  i  .  ,  .  , 

B)rt> dtoW, .till  tlto»li*riy,dW|^J..(yyj^,tonwtht lyre;  tke Mutt  roMi 
So  let  me  seek  but  health  and  pee^  f  veiee  aiternate  aid  the  sflrerfeiad 

A>  fit  for  ^arwaad-  stififs/  f-Wlmly  ^  intlBSaii  Mie  .peirerv  diviMr 

For  pleuuxes  beeqttoemust  iMiqm*  ‘  MW  been,  •  end  pitesuse 


mmm,  jnmmy  ^ 

But  t  Word  kyene  ear^lbom  the  pev^ 
thif  Old  Jreer, 

the  last  time  it  #e*BS  jre,  be  mmy* 
;•  akif-wlte,  .  , 

And  Speak  ef  me  kindly  Ac. 

r .  •  Glee.  ,  ^  / 

r  ifburVMoeA 

JiWWABWildtte  ##«*»•*» 


1«  oC  I 

Bntlimintttm  wd'wmreti  I 


V  rt.  1%.  .  ■ay/.sira.’Sss-a 

^IXr »d. 

iMlte  pumM  by  i  long, 

"  ‘‘  I  luUM  tortposeby  thenightin 

te'-jrrwis'®".! 

1*0  TeUing”the^ fate  of  the  ttS 

ibvedoot^ftwmd  _  *  to  “ 

Fot  I  ^  4  Shunning*  the  world  wteSh 

And  wlieih SoHie retKleiS  hand  ha*  cast  ,  ,  .  ' 

*’"•  1  if*"-*  '  ' 

And  I  aaid^  Jnit  to  my^i  aH!  Fair  ..i  nOVr*~ 

‘^*si:sA.r 

Andif  fpr  me  tttf"  whiRifle,  tiomk  tron  •'  Andtw  thehteertrtnaMffd 

'KM%Wf’»tr3drfd  •  '  (  DrdwiS’*  *e  keen'ds^^P 

There  mdWi<  *iUBiiBl  jbweli'die'iOBif  piadiin  the 

life  ihMntiM  Spr^iKi  ,  i.  , .  ;i, .  ^  Wiih  BSnt 
In  the  silenc^f  t^twHi®[it  1  have  fell  pasITbii  the  fde  yeJSntt^ 

On  •'h^  f  — s. 

left-«fonfl«i'hele#v;  .  >  ^  I.  Vn*mc  tosVedaiidh^ 

And-IdhosIdhlisietliat  Aefp^^of  the 

wrong’d  i;ne  thus  would  iMJe  •  Y our  waiNiftflg%»  ^e^iia^ 
And  bloMom  in  *  the  Spring*ame  of  j-joni  the  loud  bugle  stm 
Heardn’setewal  ^  ,  Oh!  On !  Ye  braTe  yourewoi 

^  And  blotsdim  ine  Ac.  V  Your  cause ii  goc^^our  a 


L-^' jriiijiubliiRjiPiy  , 

iiil>^l4bAT4hitiieooeaniM^^ 

Ko  Biongch  on  eai^  b  *S|P^ppy 

jAm  a  tellht  brillant  star,  my  trim  bark 
mnii  to  me. 

At  iparkliiig  to  i^ory*  she  ikimt  o*er  the 
The  wave3^Vwy^Vh44^^  bend  to 

to 


Charge '  Charge!  Sacred  freedom  ll^t 
with  you,  . 

And  vtot’ry  watehes  from  ttie  tky- 

•  ArmandtphOTtf  4|pr 


f  Let  us  )>4  happy 

COMEf  hap(^ 

*  Pc*  there’s  s  will  there  we 

way,  ^  - 

First  packii^  d'^tiore  6t  contentment, 
WU(>  knowl  notthe  W  b 

“  LUtoif 

To  be  kind,  'ferithd  way 

lPxir  %fe«iliit«as'»d''doul)t  will  ^  true 
The^®f  i^tffeVe  thdhi 

•*eihrt-.«»w 


jtkrU^ci&A,  m  oktrji^ayi^ 

-j:..  ;  ..-iv 

(A*iw#'HiiiinMiy  f.B/va^piik^ 

i:  i^tJ  ,t{  ;  « 


MN*  Sffctha  Afei^iSJ 

Vo  monarch  on  earin  i^more  *nappy 
than  !•  ^  * 

.  .-::.t;  TidhilaJnliehtoD* 

WMcMta^-pntwd  I|irt  saw  the 

^e  mile  or 

Hence,  >om  on  the  sea,  4  ooat  onHeod 

"••*■«»  be 

there. 

AnirCdr«MM^M  nway 

Aiopt  ®n  Y» 

Ho%oii*Pi  fltoffi  hippy 

than  IT'-* 

.  Oj  Tra  la  la  la  la,  Ac. 


naww  iBiau  tii  uno  suuhuvr,  ,  wuwi 

meet  in  frie^diti^^ii^ime. 

For  ’frieh'd'^is  a  brother,  and  hto 

'  ‘he^Vt  sh^lil’d  thm^tgdttdief* 
Though  your  plfh'iii  Wfi^niy  diffar* 
j  i.. ipcf-  ‘he  lioijr  w  hen  first  ye  met, 
lilaTe  &itD  1m  ohe  a^^o0i€n^y‘i*may  used 

;  .  ,  that  frieudrfiJlp ’yeV' 
Ha«^tvjai;in  '^. 

'  whiter  IfoVes't^^j^^; 

it  Witt  not^elsldray  syummefref 

,  .^aVs  firi^t  is  W  ; 
Aod'^^en'^yin^ ’  tiine'co^l^o'if^e, 
if  some  kipdre^WOTye  share. 
And  ha^eTaSfk  M  bue  another,  ye  shi^l 
Be^verYuqw  dispiTirV  * 

Audwfi^  wibiw'timt  At. 


Together  Dee0eatilet  us  fly. 

StSirW'Knr.  c.‘Bi«haiid-<B  i«.«Ma  or 
tbe..•Hdbll>!.r'^Bd  &(Q*ian.’^ 
^'MWkid 'laibUlheA 'hyfJetfcnfs,  *W»o 
4q«aW»)  t  .  j 

ryd9eBTIW»'aeB»sitteh««i8tihr  I 
JL  The  WMld's  lawsa^Rlaie. 

A  heart  like  thine;  %^<^Wever  made, 
Fdft1Wftihiid*^!ittering  toys,  V 

«omeeweet»a>\4:tHrt!^Sk^ 

Througiiouttha^pbit^liay,  •. 

'H»NilwsMri«iUI>«;Wi*4^^dl>K>  ', 
The  frowns  ptj^  awftn 

Thy  smilds  igplttiee^llfeddrciury  leadt 


I  be!^:0^y  mr*  y  in0rie. 

1  ’D Jl^a.dipjil^^toeiA  ahd'il^':- 


Bilfy  Barlow. 

OHt  yoong  '  ondon  gem’ImM 
do  yon  do  I 

Tm  hero  before  you  wltb  out  boot 
and  one  shod ; 

1 4lnli*t  know  how  il  it,  bnt  some¬ 
how  to«~* 

KowtM’tUhardagoBBUljr  Qwlow 

.  Ob,  dc»rl— «h,raa*^7>«l»l 
*ow  U’litil  hard  apoa  PlUy  Barlow 
At  I  wata  golagdowatow*  t'othar 
day, 

Tbf  feofde  all  ilaredg  and  aome  of 
them  d^  say— 

^  Why  that ’ere  yonnf  coreyg  now# 
he  ain*i  eo  slow.*  | 

*1  gneta  no^,*  aaya  a  lady,  ‘thalfs 
William  Barlow/ 

Oh,  dear,  dee. 

'I  gneaa  not/  aaya  a  lady,  •  that*a 
Miater 

There’a  a  chap  in  ikls  town,  df  Wa 
name  I  eaa*t  think, 

He'f  a  trying  to  persnade  pet^lt 
not  for  to  drink  ; 

When  he  ahoW*d  me  hia  medal,  I 
aaid*  it*a  no  go! 

Ton  canUmake  a  teetotaler  of  Billy 
Barlow/ 

Ob,  dear,  dec. 

The'cold  water  cure  don't  smit  Billy 
Beriow, 

Aa  1  went  np  Bond-alreetlaat  Sntnf- 
day  night, 

*{  waa  Tory  much  tickled  when  I 
aee'd  a  alghi 

Bf  n  crowd  of  yonng  li^i  at  MH- 
dhelVawindoWtJ[ 

A  Tiewingalikeneasof  BiUyBarlow 
^  Oh,  dear,  dee. 

finfnot  half  so  gooddookiog  as  Billy 
Barlow.  4 


Noiktnf  Kh0  PvHk 

I’M  a  hoppnlent  genekman  noW| 

Tho*  once  poor  as  any  ehureli 
Bnl  1  have  been  Inoky  I  vow,  (mouse, 

A  heireae  1  got  for  a  spouse ; 

But  though  new  a  hear],  and  am  rich. 
Not  one  of  yokr  npatgita  1  be;. 

I*m  a  gemman,  and  alriays  was  sieh. 
Though  there's  nothing  like  pride  a 
bout  me.  Tol  lei  de^l,  dee. 

Do^  it  fellow  acanse  I'm  a  aweli. 

That  I  sbonld  be  stingy  and  prond^ 
Tea  I  knows  I  vonec  dingled  a  bril. 
And*' Dost  obey!"  bellowod  aloud. 
No,  tho'  I'm  a  lord,  still  I’m  plain. 

And  ne’er  whan  an  old  pal  I  wee. 
Dees  1  refnso  standing  a  drain. 

For  there's  nothing  like  pride  aboiC 
Tol  lol  do  rol,  dm. 

gal  and  I  often  gooa 
’  Kegonu’s  Park  out  for  a  akroM, 
And  a  blaok  hoy  in  livery  clothoa, 

He  arter  ns  follows,  by  gole  I 
She  togs  in  tippeu  and  ahawte, 

Bnt  I  moinDta  my  fan-tail  d'ye  ate  ? 
My  welweteen  jacket  aadamaua. 

Tor  there's  nothing  like  pride  ahouS 
mm.  Tol  lol  do  rel,  dre. 


I  paid  sixpence  t’other  day,  and  odd 
it  did  seem. 

To  see  lots  of  chickens  a  hatching  by 
stehm  ; 

So  I  said  to  the  man  who  eondneted 
the  show,  ~ 

'Can  yon  hatch  me  a  chicken  like 
Billy  fallow?' 

Oh,  dear,  dte. 

He’s  rather  a  rara  bird,  is  Billy 
Barlow. 


Now,  young  liondon  gen’l’men, I'U 
bid.ypu  good  bye. 

I'll  get  a  new,  suit.w^en  elethes  ain  t 
.  so  high;'  ^ 

My  hat'^s  shoekii^  .|>nd,  t^t  all  nf 
von  kn^  *  . 

Bnt  It  l^ks  wall  on  the  head  of 
Billy  Barlow. 


My  old  'oman  tries  wary  hard, 

Good  breeding  In  me  to  insttl. 

And  says  that  I  ought  to  regard 
The  station  in  life  wOt  1  fill; 

She.vanto  me  (now  isn’t  it  stnffO 
To  wear  a  silk  'kerchief,  d'ye  see  t 
Bnt  valker ! 

For  there's  nothing  like  pride  abent 
mm.  Tol  lol  de  rol,  dm. 

A  quarrel  ve  t'other  day  had^ 

Ten  emt  In  onr  cannage  ve  vent, 

To  wisit  a  mtfqnis  Ler  dad. 

Cause  I  wouldn't  be  pent. 

I  got  out— that  gave  her  seme  sheelM, 
While  going  through  Bond-street  .d’ye 
And  smok’d  a  short  pipe  on  the  box, (see. 
For  there’s  nothing  like  pride  abonl 
me.  Tol  lol  de  rol,  dee. .. 

Te  hedn’t  got  far  from  the  street, 

Then  I  VOS  vlth  astonishment  atmek , 
For  who  do  yon  think  1  should  meet! 

A  friend  of  mine  drawing  a  truck: 
He’d  a  great  load,  and  ’^wenld  be 
kind, 

Not  to  lend  him  assiataDoe  d  ye  aeei 
8#  I  gnv'd  him  a  good  shove  behind. 
For  there’s  rothin#  likb  pride  nbeni 
TWlo|dey«fi,dN. 


I  voBoe  doff’d  my  holiday  toga, 

Of  vhich  yon  shall  know  the  reMdl% 
And  had  a  coat  fronted  vith  fregm 
A  resteot  nod  briehis  by  Stnltn  t 
Thlle  gnving  Lord  Hoppy  n  call. 

My  vife’s  monkey  rose  d’ye  seq, 

’Cos  1  eat  pickled  eels  at. a  stall, 

For  there’s  aothing  like  pride  aoeot 
me.  Tel  lol  de  ffol,imk 
Now  Adies  and  gents,  this  here  song, 
I'm  afeard  yon'tl  think  nothin’  hM 
An*  if  so,vy,'alt  vHl  go  wrong,  (ahum; 
r.  Bntl  hopes  that  more  t’other  It.MS* 
Tm  yonm  still,  vete’er  yon  commandi, 
And  if  so  that  good  friends  we  ha^  t 
I  Mir  tulips,  just  guv  me  your  hands,; 

I  Bar  there’s  aothUi'  like  pride  aboat 
(  me.  Tol  lei  de  ml,  Ac. 


They  went  into  buy  it,  and  I  sme 
them  turn  pale. 

When  MHchell  he  told  them 
wasn't  for  sale, 

Pbr  Prince  Albert  asked  for  it, 
bim  it  must  go. 

When  he'll  set  German  musie  to 
Billy  Barlow. 

Oh,  dear,  Ae. 

The  prince  would  look  well,  drest 
as  Billy  Barlow. 


For  a  trip  to  Sonthampton  1 
t'other  day. 

When  a  crowd  gather'd  round,  and 
I  heard  a  chap  any, 

'Why,  that's  Kossuth,  incog  !*  and 
I'd  have  ye  to  know. 

They,  set  Ithe  bells  riogUig  for  BUly 
Barlow. 

Oh,  dear,  Ae. 

•Cense  a  hnng<ry  young  hero  was 
Billy  Barlow. 


The  WeS  Banted  Pleatuna  ef 
the  Chaee. 


The  Laiourer't  Wekotne 
•  home. 


(Dibdin.) 


(Dibdio.) 


rpHE  ftoagbman  wbiititt  o-tvtbt 
farrow, 

Tb«  htdgcr  jpiiiB  tbe  Vicftn^  ttrain, 
Hio  woodman  sings  the  woodland 
*  throbgb. 

The  diepkerd'i  pipe  delighu  the 
plein; 

Where’et  the  anaioat  eye  ean  roam. 
Our  ear  receive  the  johand  pleasnia 
Mlfiada  of  beings  thronging  lloek. 

Of  natare's  song  to  Join  the  mea- 
sure,  ^ 

Till  to  timoi  the  village  clock 
Sounds  sweet  tha  Labourer^  wdcome 
home. 


Both»*d  (rom  head  to  theiail. 

Soen  I  fell  sick — I  did  bellow  and 
-  corse  again— 

Ncrah  took  pity  to  see  me  at  none  agnin 

Gave  me  n  kiss— Och  I  aoands,  that' 
threw  me  worse  again ; 

VlTelt  she  knew  wbat  I  did  all* 

Bat  dear,  4ear ;  says  she  ^  what  can  the 
matter  be  f 

Odi !  blood  an  ouns,  what  can  the  mat¬ 
ter  be  ir 

Both  cried  out— what  ean  the  matter  bei;l 
Bother’d  from  head  to  the  Mil. 

n!*!!  long  ago  now  since  I  lea  Tipperary 

How  ftrange,  growing  older,  onr  nature 
ifrotild  vary. 

All  symtoms  ere  gone,  of  my  ancient, 
foandary, 

I  cannot  tell  now  what  1  ail. 

0acr,  Dear  I  what  can  the  matter  be  i 

Och  I  Mood  an  onns,  what  cai^  die 
matter  bef  ^ 

Oilil  gnunachree,  what  can  the  matlea 

I’m  bother’d  from  head  to  the  tali. 


Wf  HEN  faintly  gleami  tbe  doubtfrd 
*  day. 

Ere  yet  the  dew-drops  on  the  thorn 
Borrow  a  lustre  from  the  ray 

That  tipa  'wim  gold  the  daoeiug  eomi 
Health  bids  awahe  nnd  homage  pny. 

To  him  who  give  another  mom. 

And  well  with  strength  his  nerves  In 
brace. 

Urges  the  sportsman  to  tbe  chase. 


Do  we  persne  the  tlniid  hare, 

As  trembling  Ver  the  lawn  aha 
Upnnds; 

Still  of  her  safety  have  we  care, 
While'seeming  death  her  steps  snr- 
ronnds,  ^ 

We  the  defenceless  ertature  spare. 

And  instant  stop  the  weil-taaght 
hounds. 

For  cruelty  should  ne'trdisgraon 
The  well-earned-pleasures  of  Che  eham. 


The  hearth  swept  clean,  his  partner 
smiling. 

Upon  the  shining  tnblf  smokes 
Ths  frugal  meal  ;  while  time  hagnlling, 
Tkt  ale  the  harmless  Jest  provokes, 
Ti  inmates  of  the  lofty  dome. 

Admire  his  lot ;  his  children  playing. 
To  share  his  smile,  arennd  him 
dock; 

And  fiiithfcl  Tray,  since  mem,  thni 
•kr*7lH 

Tmd^  with  him  till  the  village 

I^ndalA^  the  labourer's  welcome 
home..  • 


Do  wc  persue  tlm  subtle  fox. 

Still  let  him  br^ks  and  rivers  try. 
Through  marshes  wade  or  climb  the 
rocks. 

The  dee^inonthed  hounds  shell  fel* 
lowing  dy, 

And  while  he  every  danger  mo^s^ 
Unpittied  shall  ^e  culprit  die; 

To  quell  his  cruel  artful  race,  ^  ^ 

Is  labour  worthy  of  the  chase. 


Faretop  MoraHiy. 

i  (Dibdin.) 

.fpwo  real  tars,  ^Itom  dnty  ctdlld 
Tc  watch  in  the  forctep, 

That  one  another  overfancM^ 

And  took  a  cheerlttg  drop: 

1  asy,¥rill  Hatchway,  ct^iod  Tom 
Tow, 

Of  coudact  what’s  yonr  aorC, 

As  through  the  voyage  of  life  yem 


The  chewing  faggot  burnt  to  embers  ; 

While  lares  ronnd  their  vigils  h^p. 
That  power  which  poor  and  rich  re- 
menhers^'  ‘ 

Each  thanks  and  then  retires  to 

dn,-;  •  ‘ 

And  aow'tbc  lark  dimbs  ktaVen’s  high 

fkek^S3h^*fepdse^,  toil’s  kind  relei ver 
Aid,  fhmisbed  with  his  daily  stock, 
fltts  dog,  hisstiH,  his  keg,hii  benver. 
He  travels  till  the  vUInge  dock 
•Main,  swsi^  latcutiira  wdeemt 


Returaed  with  shaggy  spoils  wall  ttcMf 
To  onr  convivial  Joys  at  night. 

We  toast  and  first  onr  country  ’s  lord. 

Anxious  who  most  shall  dd  him  rig^hl. 
The  fair  next  crowns  ths  socid  bbM, 
Britons  shonid' love  ns 
For  be  who  |lighu  the  tender  r^  . 

Is  held  unworthy  of  the  chaw. 


To  bfring  you  safe  to  poitf  •  ’ 

Criod  WiU,TQU  lubber,  don’t  yon 
know!—  . 

Our  passive  close  to  rosf^ 

To  steer  where  honour  points  thnr 
iprow. 

To  hand  a  friend  edief : 
neae  anchora  get  >  bEr  in  yonx 

My  life  for’t,  that’s  y<mr  sort; 
The  bower,  the  sheet,  and  the  best 


Pm  Bothered  from  heed  im 
the  tail. 

Air—”  Dear,  dear,  wh«.can  the  maitw 
c  hef’» 

(G.  Ck>]maa. ) 


A  pwwdy M  •At  I  view  those  scence 
sc  ch^armicg. 

(PImicKsu) 

'UTHI^K  t  play’d  thow  trlcki  so 
charming. 

With  sfilha  and  crackers  dd  Wigtby 
wagming,  ^ 

fa  Guy  Fawkes’s  and  Jacka  in  boxes, 
I  invested-  I  invested  all  niy  tin. 

Onyx  ns  ugly  still  round  me  grin. 

But  those  days— but  those  days  don’t 
come  again  I 

Man  iht  bright  squibs  of  childhood 
spnrdin|„ 

Other  whwis  than  •  Catherine’ tcraing^ 
Tc  Increase  his  .Ibrtanc  yonrahtf,  ^ 
SehenM  onechemc  sacs  explodciCifrfWi 

-nwnr— * 

•ver  '\ls  iappps  kwBi% 

^  fcic  4  i3t  %&l  UM  tPiycp* 


Bhcll  bring  you  up  in  port. 

Why  then  yon’rc  out,  and*  therdt 
ca  end,  ‘ 

Tom  cried  out  blunt  and  rough  | 
Bo  good,  be  honest,  servo  n  fHcarl, 
Be  maxims  w^ll  enough. 

WVo  swabs  hki  bows  at  other’s  wee^ 
That  far’t  for  me  your  sort. 

His  vsssd  right  a  head  shall  gc 
To  End  a  joyful  port. 

atcmii  of  liii  upon  mo  prew, 
Mislortnnea  make  ma  reel. 

Why,  damme,  what’a  my  cwn  din> 

For  olhtn  let  m  tod.  ^ 
Ay,  ay,  if  bound  with  a  fresh  gdt 
Tc  ho«^  tbit  yomr  icft, 

A  hcnCIMtSl^^  VlH  best  wet  wH 
To  bring  you  e 'port. 


blood 


r 


/ 


dew  OA  tlie  gtwan  lji% 

Aid^ke  winds  in  suannir  elf 
Her  voice  if  low  ui4  tw^t. 

Her  Toice  is 

And  she*s  nil  the  world  to  mt| 
And  for  bonnie  Annie  Lanrit 

1*11  la j  down  my  hctid  and  dfe. 


Slkv  C0meripV$  FurtmtU 
t#  Jeannette. 

"V OtT  Ate  gohJt  far  away,  far  awwy 
from  p*  or  Jeannette: 

Xbert  if  no  one  left  to  love  me;  aad' 
you,  too,  may  forget ; 

Sot  gey  heart  wdl  stitl  be  with  yo«^  ^ 
wherever  yea  may  go: 

Can  |ioa  look  me  in  the  face  ftMt-eay 
the  fame^Jeaandt  ? 

Ifhen  you  wear  the  jacket  red,  and  the 
beantifnl  cockade, 

I  fear  vthat  you  will  soon- forget^  the 
promises  you  mad^  i;./ 

IX^iih  a  gun  upon  yong  should,  and-a 
bayonet  by  your  side,  . 

Toe’ll  be  taking  some  proud  iau^,  4tad 
BMkiiig  her  your  biide* 

Or,  when  Glory  leads  the  way  ybn^ll  , 
bo  madly  rushing  on, 

Herer  thinking,  if  they  kill  you,  that 
my hagpinesw is  gone^ '  • 

Shoeld  yoii  'wiii^the^day>  isarllipl^*^  « 
general  you’ll  be;  i 

Though  Vm  proud  to  think* 

,what  n&ll  become  of  mil  -  P 

Olt,'were  l“eeB^  FrtWm€tW>Wl«t’k 
better^popb  of 

Td  have  no  hghting^mtu  e^road^^rl  8aid,yau’re«debly'gjai^^dat*B  pldh|^ 


Rosa  Leo:;  or,  DoiCi  hk 
foolish,  Jde* 

.  1  lirodjdowu  i»  Tinuiiltbe^ 

U-U-a-li,  o-la^, 

J[  went  contihig  Br05a'lie% 

U.liadi,  o-la-e, 

^fEyes  as  dark  as  winter^s  night,  v 
Xips  as  red  as  bevrks  brighld  * 
WhiWwooing<firsn%e  hwlk  didbfu^ 

J^he  said  No,  don’t  be  foollih,iiMf'  . 

U%adi,*o-la.e,  "  / 

Cbiirting  down  in  Tennessee, 

U-li-a-li,  pda-e*  ^  • 

lEieu^atb  the  wild  hauana  tree; 


weeping  maids  at  hom^*}^ 


UiMdiya^la^e,. 


All  th«  world  ahonld  'bQ  ^%reff  as  swtat  as  sagar«oane. 


should  kings  asset  t  their  mi|^f^ 
have^ose  who^ 
be  the  only  on^s  to  fight* 


*  AfUiie  Laurie* 

AXWF^t4«TOH  iBraes  are  bonnie,  j 
Where  rftrely  fa’^  the  ^de^y  , 
And  it’s.ther#  that  Annie  Lanrto  ^ ^ 

Oied  me  her  promise  true, 

Gied  me  her  promise  true  y  ^  ; 

Apd.^e’«r  forget  will  Is 
And  for  bdnnle  Annie  Laurie 

1*11  lay  4own  my  head  and  dW 

fler  Aha  if  like  the^ snow -drill  y  i*  ’  '  - 

Her  throat  is  like  the  swanf  ^ 

Her  face  it  it  Aieboawiest^  :  > 

Thatw’er  Use  8a0ehooeoB,'>*^'  ^  ^ 

That  e’er. the  sun  shone  mir 
And  dark  is  herAlaewysb^  *  • 

And  fotbeanie  Aamie  teuida^c 
Hi  luy  down  my  head 


Merrili/j  fuddle  iky  ^Nosef. 

(A  QLEa^)  , 

Merrily,  merrily  push  reiwcLtha 
glM<b 

And  moiunily  troll  the  g[Ieei. 

Tor  he  who  won’t  drink  tilkhe  whAif*. 
an  asf ; 

So,  neighbour.  I’ll  driakitu  Uieur' 

Merrily,  merrily  fuddle  tby  ndse. 

Until  it  right  rosy  shall  bet 

Tor  a  jolly  red^uote  (I  apeild  uodeethw  ^ 
rose)  .  ^  •'  *' 

^  Is  a  aigwof  g<iod«eompaaiy>  > 


U-li*adi,  o-la-e. 

Feet  to  large,  afid^cbihhiy 
Might  iddkd'i  cradle  ofkhdh 
O  BJSk.'tAe  wi€  foryoM^ktJ- 
Sb*  #ai4  “  Ko,  don't  b*  foolMlj’^O*'-^ 

Ify  story  yet  is  to  be  toldJ  '  ' 

U.li-a!it^i.li^.er  //  " 

Rosa  caught  ^e‘ shdCkihA  Wd, 

U  li-a-li,  o-li^e*;  ' 

Send  for  the^betdr  and  thh 'adrae ;  ' 

Doctor  came  and  made  her  worao ; 

I  tried  to  make  her  laugh;  ah !  no: 

no  power  jcdulffW^!^' 

1  take  heriand  -^IwaTcbl^^lieitF;’  " 

So  cold  I  hardly  dre^W  dty 

She  taw  my  tears  in  sorrow  flow, 

And^f  1^0,  dpa’bbe«fooligii, 


The  dak  arid  ^le  Ivy. 

r  Tli|  tbe'depth  of  tbie  forast  an  pld  oak  ^ 
grew,  ^  i 

P”**®  green  wood  thert^  r 
O  er  his  branches  the  ivy  her 
threw. 

When  the  forest  boughs  weWbare. 

She  clung  like  a  bride 
To  bis  sturdy  side. 

And  her  shining  leaves,  so  gfeoiii 
Made  him  blithe  and  g^  <  v 
Through  the  livelong  (lay, 

In  the  mtdft  of  a  winter  fcedib..  / 

O  long  may  Ae  oak  and  thb  ivy  Mand, 
The  pri^e  and  tbt  boast  of-  oar  aathre 
land* 


Oh,  Ae  oak  of  Ae  forost  told  mo  trao. 
And  I  echo  the  talo  A  song. 

That  tho^ry  his^  branekOi  Mhie^  W  ^ 
view, 

While  the  oA  mddit^e'ivy  strong.* 
’Twas  a  union  good 
^  In  the  old  deep  Wood'i 
Had  each  for  itself  grown  tbero, 
■Thr^lautuloaer  •  ^ 

No  beamy  had  showw;* 

And  Ac  boi^  of  th«  treObeA^  bl<i<e. 

Then  long 

'  MnyWb  tfopyChediflc^nfidAbfvy  giddn. 
And,  like  Britons,  go  hand  hi^InMId ; 

As  fiim^‘u»TAe  xiuk  «ay*oiiy(^Ui’  bw^ 

-  seehii 

la  thetaUso  of  theif  bUlfl^^limd^ 

May  oA  dadghim  Air,' ' 

Like  Ae  ivy  share 
i  ThelaoiM  offilwrpat^iintree*;’^' 

Whilo  wenioli’Uiiilie/o ^  ^ 

In  our  strength  and  mighty'ti 
For  our  homes  and  our  liberty. 

As  long  as  Ae  oah,.Aa 


V 


,i  TAe^J^eat  ^Meeuls  r 

JdY  within  my' heart  is  brandii^gi^. 
Wouild, you  share  that  jojvWJtfar 


Here,  with  nature's  gifts  surrpaodling, 
‘  1 4^<>ur  forest  queen 


All  that’s  charming  here  i^ihifs  ^ 

I  Cooling  streamlets,  blooniiiig^^iors,V^T 

BlWrtllA  sAf  bf  hdhgRtbutlifiri;  * 
Joy  wiAiu  my  heiiiJ^  Ao, 

Time  may  boar  Aese  beatttiot/liroprr 

Alpl  we  love,  naaypasf  away  i 
Thoa  tome  with  me,  ’twill  best, l^nm 

To  enjoy  Asm  whilo  we  mfJMt 
,  ^  ^  Joy  within  my  iioA^ilii^ 

:  I(h;^me^AUtMnga^^^ 

4  P^f^Aoagihy  dArh^lftiB^ 

. .  POAA Ajr«W.*Wesllif 

That  sweeps  along  the  sea, 

Like  an  arrow  to  i|e  maA ; 

Of  a.slag  thaS^oWAohMe — -  -  — -1^ 

Of  a  thousaDd.^fll^Ag;^s, 

Of  all  thini^  glad  and  free.  V.  1 
i  Wrill^ijf  somi^rou^^--^  ' '■  ■ 


tim 
,s  sH  i 

*5.^:  •’ 


W 


A  bright-eyefn  mountain  king ; 

In  my  visions  I  IfdwP^ieki'd 
^^Tho^oshiog^cif  bis  wlog.l  r- 
1  follow  some  wild  riwswn^u  ■ 

^  .QA  Wh(iiod>reiNt'wowaA<oiay«ho; 
dark  woods  around  me  8hhper*y>^  ^ 
Ldieam  ol*^t  thingsxfred.^  >  '  ^  . 

Of  a  boW/-^«  child,  ‘ 

With  4hi  -  fki^AA  and  HbW^'ht r 
OMth  ladhnf^inld  yiW  '  ^ 
With  the  stars  to  gaid^lilif  vfi^: 
bit  Vairtt**  Wir*-  “ 


Of  aa  arcbtr’i  green  wotAf  U4e 


■  T*r 


f  . 


{Mr*.''*^*****^)  „ 


Banks  (^oillffiitle  Tar  Riha^. 

Down  br  the  bMiki  of  the  ole  tk 
■  I'-ilher,  '  .  y  ' 


.W»T.Ve»M  /'“I"**  |„b,  ^hl8^W,  ■  ’  **'  ' 

for  lb*  wxriow  tre  theft  .  la|  •  pom  d# • 

e  .if  taHRWf'b  Walk  Julia  de  tabU, 

«.urni,:»,  -  .wee..! 

:  .0  Ah-do^-thM,*! 


to^heUy^, 

» »wfb5thfc;«'«>>njr,»h«*.  , 


Ot  the  tbouuRMle  in  pfln  to  ctcmiti 
ienti  *'•  i 

31'’’ 

Tf^t  af  thffmTe,  f* 

WUl  fjguar^r^w  ftiw  pra]r*r  o 

'  ’ ‘'Jbet  lirifodWMNr. ‘■' 


U-Pk  are  eech-daT  fikiH 

ii*tfeli-*ui 


hurcii  eCHiMnd  ent 


Soon  tbail  the  kin(i«^^^i^r(et  thee,  •  *  ,  ir'fk»rr**“ 

-* '»« ’•*•  **•>  AelMMh^teBatUNt  feir. 

A  friend  \»  ihy  pi  beet  gtioed  |  ^  _  lubly  Sally  dare, 

Tby  dog  shall  ke*^p  wttrb  for  aootbe?,  I  Haigh,  h 


9f  tunpr  in  b  ouji  •  ^  \  ^  ^  ^  But  BOW  wt  can  hardly 

Ah^^  tiiaB.a2i^  rotAh^Wjadn^  t»s^^ 

U 1  eomc  from  ole  TennCfstef  i  ment 

Heigh,  he,  hi»  oh»  ^jjame  jd#t»aaw<hwAJ*S ! 

1  Ml  ole  Dinah  on  my  knee.  An  attempt  on  a  eoim  to .i|nifMle, 


Tby  dog  shall  ke*^p  watrb  for  aeotbe?, 
Aiwi*  thy  klis kH  V>  i  HHmge»ib»  r  e4  ooif 

•  '  ' '  *i  r-  -t'  .■ 

’  ^Bnt'  fkoagb V  btartsk-ilLaa wDoebJOpora  to 
(hec  sadly, 

Soov^jeybwa  as  e»«*r  alkali  die. 
^'Tkdmgh  thy  beigbi .  erphau  idgsy  »a« 
laugh  gladly, 

Aehe  tits  on  aome-coetf  idt’s  ket#  ; 
There  is  on*  who  shalhsdl?  yay  tbt  dtty 
>OI>toerl'f'«r*4iie  itotuchA|hji||ra^f . 


Heigh,  he.  hi,  ho* 

Jiiba  dia,  dp 

iriblke  yon  hear  dehaHo  y»fif , 

I  -  ■  Heifk-Ho{?AViMb 

.K,tt#uba  die,  dki 

rht  Nlnien  then  they  ihow  tlieir  fgpi 
I  Heigh,  he,  hi.  ho. 


**VirtymyrliymerMil'%}^ 


d^bdulii. 


Up  went  the  League  toeteewbrtgie 
DmmMilkfrSikiM 

•  Up  went  the  Amertcan  datoief, 
a  ^TOtni  diBto  thnshgeat^iflhwiiaif iUg»  \ 

,8e.her*.  lie. 


A.  eh..  #Mt  i.«h,*Wei  rf »«,  W.M,  .M 

%«li*Atip»'0’ef'-h.r.<>hta(.Hrie*«.  J  ^Woifhtiev  Hi9^  jpnwjnt  tjie,caU  fot 

_ _ _ ’^^Sowo'came  *e  iUtf**  fii 

t.  ',  .  ,  I  Hrlgh  he.  hi,  be,  The  Queen  a  small  pretenM 

Sweet  were  these  hours  »f  - .  vtja-.  a-  aswMdWWWW, 

i  ‘  PP  went  the  house  and,Jihet 


f  Steamera* 


Siveii  were  thae  hoars  s( 

<  4nfmncy a  ‘  r 

g^WEET  were  thli^ii^oart  eflefstt 
'^he»  eerti^r^y^Wt  \  Is^d 
^  Bepeat^  tbt  sprf»Jl‘6jg  ekes vut  trtt, 


^  Down^'came  ^e  ktogwJk  thweebemem 
The  Queen  a  small  presentooSit  down.  . 
^n’SitoBi#pgSOttteadPf^ 

^p  went  the  house  and^JJ^e  toyn. 


Eorly  eJ^n*  wwtdown«n,fe^rlt,  . 


,^|8-o»*V  ill*  fiiWVy-'jflWx  . 

WiV  two  bUtVf ;  tot^S*/^’twl»  *0 


In  mjyanI^Hrengtb''w>  ww,  .1  ♦ 

'."■■'‘iicbaiSg  'd.tb?  odoyrs’otHk4  rolad, ,  | 

"*^iBicf  caogbt  each  others kddj 

-  .  :“•:■•=•  Th- 

f  were  ibe  hours  when  sid«  by  % 

We  atrtird.  in  riper  years.  m 

And  felt  a  more  than  m«rial  pride,  '*1#^ 
la  miug'ling  smile.^  and  trers, 

D>i«4Shari  a^ei  se  ipit  *‘eTtkt.  Th 
’  Or  lose  aS^l^ctic«*t  tU^*  .  ^  i 

Ah!  ho,  ah  I  BO.  ti  c  braurbes  Ot  to  | 
oak,  ^ 

to^ihl 

Health f  Happiness  ana  am 

(Rannte^), 

r”r;L"a^j^«£.  w 

#«  h>ve^[ji 

In  thename  field* 40 eirtp,**  flBj 

Aito^^Wllfiltll♦^^  49Hltonf«teftfi#»  «•*<  " 

To  win  whose  heart  Lstroye; 
dut,  top. my  faithfurnjunejrepaidt 
/Alia  gatiPihc  leOdfeniwe.^  — 


T7id  tor  mercy  craye ;  **rty  elosinf  went  down  anopb^rk, 

Att  day  I  wept,  at  night  I  cried,  llw 

«Oh.sendmetoick  again  •  Down  came  the  Tadk  for  a  lark, 

Unt^y  ewii  deThap^  home-  £>AnA«iSiimjitrttMi4igym 
Tomy  poor  Reubeh<itoyne.  ^ 

■WBssisfr. 


/nd  up  weplithnliMtolBi^of  Sweden. 


They  told  me  to' a  Christian  man#  '  1 

m  A  Sliakespere  went  up  iiWMqoii>t 

^eS^Sr 

Deep  sorrow  broke  his  aching  heart  So  herriSl 

Then  pity  my  poor  Reuben  Rayng, 

never  wbte  agajh.  *  .  muoh leaner'!.  Anmd 


All  night  I  lat  upon  the  grayn» 

ddfid  cry. 

Or  let  me  enth  you  die. 

For  in  this  wretohed  world  of  wo# 
j^a  inctofstonlUtot  again, 
flsjil  Pm  toBepillf  by. thy  aide. 

My  own  dear  Reuben  Raync.'*" 
Then  pitys 


Leather  moeh'cheeper'it  ihund. 

Since .  ^p  in  soliK 

tion ; 

The  Louis  cppMUteirfi^^  crown, 
8ineeAip,weni  the.  Fr^b  Rerpluttoto 

^^SnalSlSijfiy^  d^«nd'S«dfit»oru , 
Jlown  uMni  Ibedhaawa^hnAtthe  .£ian« 

.  flihlfiM  i 

0^  went  the  Chartie|r  JtfiliUim* 

And  down^ogme  toc.fMed  SmcUI 
Constgblea, 


%I1  the  ambition  I  ponest 

U  Sarah  mt^t ‘liaHaky, 
Ff^gh^pootthejoythAiwcaillibCftoWA 

Coiniiared  tOiVbfit  MFffhSt^; 


Then pilfs Afi*  And  down  ogme  toe. famed  SmcUI 
Constgblea, 

‘  ”■  ^ — ■” — ^ -  Soihepe^dbfk  !  ^ 

aJlgtiodlasus  So  th.  un.  we  *11  Iw*w, 

1  IRE  S  *  health  to^l  good  laaM,  - 

^iX  Rtodgw  it  merrily^  fill  your  §  lead  1?!*  J^^Maliaiwsth  a^ene  fiow» 

iiay.tfieyJAve  e.lifrfti  plfM^^e. 

W%iottt  mature,  w ithbut  vottMauxu  •hesmteud uag, 

'  ’  li  ^Htot-  Midi-  laH  kir  fAmSi.  "£*y*5^dfiHiAdr^/dW»aiviftn 

F  wU  snCfbt^gf^^Aowv  w»  ,tbr  t^tUinge 


Polfy^  of  Poriten  and  Jse  <Ar 
Marine. 

(J.  Aihlty.) 

VOOK  Joe«  the  marine  was  at  Ports* 
mooth  well  known, 

Ka  lad  in  (he  corps  drest*d  to  MBart^ 
Tile  lasaea  ne'er  look'd  on  the  joath  with 
a  fi  own, 

Hb  naalineM  won  tvery  heart, 
Sweet  Polly  of  Portsea,  he  took  for  his 
bride, 

And  aorely  there  never  was  seen 
4  cenple  so  gay  march  to  clmreh  side 
by  side. 

As  Polly  and  Joe,  the  marine. 

The  bright  torch  of  b^men  was  scarcely 
in  blaae,  ' 

When  thundering  drums,  they  heard 
rattle. 

And  Joe,  in  an  instant^  wss  fore'd  to 
the  seas. 

To  give  the  bold  enemy  battle. 

The  action  was  dreadful,  each  ship  a 
mere  wreck. 

^ch  slaughter  few  sailors  have  seen ; 
Two  hundred  brave  fellows  lay  strew’d 
on  the  deck, . 

And  among  them  poor  Joe,  fhe  marine. 

But  victoi^  faithful  to  true  brlti^ 
tars, 

At  length  put  an  end  to  the  fight. 
And  homeward  they  steer'd,  full  of  glory 
and  sears, 

And  soon  had  fam'd  Portsmouth  in 
sight, 

The  ramparts  were  crowded,  the  heroes 
to  greet. 

And  foremost  sweet  Polly  was  seen; 
fhe  very  first  sailor  she  happe:^  to 
meet, 

Told  the  fate  of  poor  Joe,  the  marine. 

The  shocK  was  severe :  swift  as  light¬ 
ning's  fork’d  dart, 

lior  poor  head  with  wild  frenzy,  fir'd. 
She  flew  from  the  crowd,  softly  cried, 

*  My  poor  heart; 

Clasp'd  her  hands,  faintly  sigh’d,  and 
and.  expired. 

Her  body  was  laid  'neath  a  wide  spread¬ 
ing  yew,  / 

And  on  g  smooth  stonemay  be  seen. 
One  tear-drop  let  fall,  all  ye  lovers  so 
true. 

For  Polly  of  Portsea,  and  Joe  the  marine 


A  Damsel  Stood. 

(  Planehe. ) 

l>amsel  stood  to  watch  the  tight 
Ob  the  banks  of  Kingslea  Mem 
And  they  brought  to  her  foot  her  own 
true  knight. 

Sore  wounded  on  a  bier, 

'  O,  let  not,  ‘  he  said,  "  while  yet  I  live 
The  cruel  foe  me  take. 

But  with  thy  lipi  one  sweet  kiss  give. 
And  cast  me  in  the  lake. 

About  his  neck  she  wound  his  arms. 

And  she  kissed  his  lips  so  pale. 

And  ever  more  tho  wars  alarms 
Came  loudly  up  the  vale; 

She  drew  him  to  the  lake's  deep  side, 
MTicre  the  red  heath  fringed  the  shore. 
She  plunged  with  him  beneath  the  tide* 
And  thev  wem  seen  no  more. 


TTkare  te  a  mysho  iirtuJ  of 
Life 

(Byren.) 

^HBRE  is  a  mystic  thread  of  llfo. 

So  dearly  wreath’d  with  mkie 
alon^ 

That  destiny  's  relentless  knife 
At  oDoe  must  sever  both  or  npne. 

There  is  a  form  on  which  these  eyes 
Have  often  gaz’d  with  fond  delight. 
By  day  that  form  their  joy  supplies. 
And  dreams  restore  it  through  the 
night. 

There  is  a  voice  whose  tones  inspire, 
Sach  thrills  of  rapture  in  my  breast, 
I  would  not  hear  aaerapb  choir 

Unless  that  voice  could  join  rest. 


There  is  a  face  whose  Mushes  tell 
Affection’s  tale  npon  the  cheek; 

But  pallid  at  one  fond  far  ewelj. 

Proclaims  more  love  than  words  can 
speak. 


There  is  a  Mp  which  mine  hath  press'd 
And  none  had  ever  prest  before, 

It  vow’d  to  make  me  sweetly  blest. 

And  mine— —mine  only  prest  it  more 


There  is  a  bosom— all  my  own. 

Hath  pillow’d  oft  this  aching  head, 

A  mou^h  which  smiles  on  roe  alone. 

An  eye  whose  tears  with  mine  are  shed. 


There  are  two  hearts,  whose  movement 
thrill. 

In  unison  so  closMy  sweet, 

T%at  pulse  to  pulse,  responsive  still. 
That  both  must  heave  or  cease  %e 
beat. 

There  are  too  souls  whose  equal  flow^ 
In  mentle  streams  so  balmly  run, 
That  wheiT they  part— they  part,  'Ohl 
no. 

They  canncTt  part — those  souls  are  OM 


Her  form  was  Fair. 

LT£R  form  wasfair  as  those  we  view 
When  Night  hath  lit  her  shrine 
of  dreams ; 

Hereyes  were  violeu  bathed  iudew. 
Her  voice  the  music  of  the  stream  ! 

That  form  hath  perbhod  like  the  bloom 
MThosc  beauty  s of  unearthly  root; 
rheoeoyes  are  shrouded  in  the  tomb. 
The  voice  hath  fled  where  all  is  mute  I 

And  thus  must  beaaty’s  self  decay. 

And  leave  no  trace  of  aught  so  faiy  s 
Fleet  as  a  passing  summer’s  ray. 

Like  fragrance  on  tho  moning  air. 

And  shall  the  light  no  more  itliune 
Those  pale,  and  dim,  and  death-seard 
eyeof 

Oh :  yes,  imiMortal  fram  tho  tomb 
The  beautiful  we  love  shall  rise 


Tkt  Hattjf  Gretm. 

CTuno-Tho  Ivy  Orecn.) 

/^LD  Chirstmaa  comas  in  bis  joy  and 
his  prime, 

W^tli  defiance  to  dull  molanehoiy ; 

Ho  eoroee  as  he  did  in  tho  old  iwerrw 
timo. 

Crown’d  with  plonty  and  dvtrgreen 
hollj. 

From  hit  led  cover’d  kingdom  he  oomes 
with  speed. 

In  vigour  or  mirth  nothing  loot ; 

On  tho  wing  of  pleasaro  ho  mounts  his 
steed. 

And  is  here  ere  the  hoar  and  tha 
firost. 

Wreathing  all  around  fo  seon. 

The  mistletoe  twined  with  the  holly 

grata; 

Wreathing,  wrtaftilag 
mistletoe  twin'd  with  the  hotly 
groan. 

Mondsbip  and  lovo  noiw  invito  us  awsy 

To  scones  of  gay  joyous  delight ; 

Where  tho  aged  and  youthful  in  smiling 
array. 

In  happiest  concoit  unite, 

ne  innocent  jest  and  soft  whisper'd 
vow. 

As  tho  young  lovers  glide  throu|^' 
the  danco; 

Brings  the  rich  blush  of  rapture  to  beau 
ty’sbrow. 

Which  she  yells  with  a  downward 
glance. 

Wreathing  all  around,  Ac. 

Some  hearts  have  ceased  throbbing,  and 
others  grown  cold. 

And  some  joys  of  the  past  have  de 
cay’d; 

Tot  while  beams  upon  us  some  glance  as 
of  old. 

By  that  kindness  our  loss!,  repaid. 

We  can  still  gather  round  the  bright 
blazing  hearth. 

And  laugh  at  Old  Wiater  so  kean 

Ai  we  bless  the  land  that  gave  us  birthi 

And  the  shining  holly  green, 

WiNdhlng,foi 


m  Thine ^  Vjn  Thine . 

(A  Favorite  Ballad  sung  hy  Mv. 
Wilson.) 

gT'M  thine.  Pm  thine  ”  she  oft  wa^- 
say, 

For  ever  thine ! 

Others’  love  may  fade  away 
But  never  mine  " 

,  Tct  she  now  leaves  my  heart  to  grieve 
And  biuak  with  woo 
Isearco,  1  seame  hor  falsthood  can  be* 

I  I  lov’d  her  so,  1  lov’d  her  to. 

I  scarce,  T  scarce,  &c 

But  love  farewell!  I  now  for  o’er 

I  The  false  one  tiy, 

!  Her  image  from  my  heart  I’ll  Uar 
Then  silent  die. 

I'll  no  more  her  falsehood  regret 
Yet  where'er  1  go 

I I  foar,  I  fear,  I  never  can  forget 

j  1  lov’d  hqr  so  ’  I  lov’d  her  so. 
t  1  fear,  1  four,  Ac 


What  now  fciDttw  wm  Mty  lold  t 
Tom  eoiniw»  hlf  poekoH  llMWltti 

Now  iC^nougt^  wo  man  to 
To  tern  hlf  craiwilio  ilBfi  at  boiiMt 
lUoouBU  cooi  uk»  and  ihowt  aneh 

While  Kitty  and  her  eontlant  Cait 
With  mVenorteach  lo  Uaia  their 


Theo  offUke  an  arrow  ha  iaw» 
And  the  Ca^^ahar  fh«id< 

Thera  waa  iefi  on  tha  grotmi 
A  anall  caae^  with  a  WMif^hiliat 
doiix. 

Tha  noCa  was  not  k)i||. 

U  was  dated  ^  Honrlbiiif»* 
Short  and  sweat  as  a  Mter  ahanld 
bok 

There  was  shaldiad  In .  tha 
middle, 

A  youth  with  d  tddlsk 
And  under  them  **flddla-de4ea.** 
He  turned  it  about, 

^  Meant  Ibr  me  Fre  no  doubt, 
dome  oontemytabla  liTsl  thath 
plain,  ^1 

If  1  knew  who  It  was, 

1  would  cudfrd  him— pool 
fisihouia  ndt  been  pleasaat  again. 

He  read  on— thus  it  ran,' 

**  Much  misguided  young  man. 
To  suppose  that  Ibr  night  after 
•^t. 

Steely  vtwangUng  guitars 
Tinluai^k  to  the  stars, 

A  lady  thy  lore  would  remliet 
StiU  ’us  hard  to  be  told. 
When  you*Te  sang  In  the  cold. 
That  youPre  not  to  hare  any  reward} 
So  this  Idliet  Fve  penn’d, 

And,  along  with  it  send,  . 

lust  a  trite  to  show  my  regaidL^ 

loy,  conceit,  and  surprise. 
Flash’d  at  once  ftom  his  eyes. 
As  he  read  it  out  loud  as  abor^ 
<*Tra  la  la,”  carolled  he, 

**  1  half  thought  so^ith  shw— 
It’s  a  hint  to  return  to  my  lore.” 
•  He  twitched  his  cravat, 

Oavg  a  tap  on  his  bat. 

Then  sunk  on  the  grass  In  a 
swoon  I 

For,  on  owning  the  cast, 

He  beheld— his  owti  Ace, 
teoking  woeftUly  long  in— a  spoon. 


Bonny  Kate. 
(Dibdm.)  ' 
wind  was  husk’d,  the  teiy 
^  wave 

Scarcely  the  vessel’s  tideiAmld  lacvib 
When  m  the  miasn-top  hb  stand 
Tom  Clueline,  taking,  spied  the 
land. 

Oh.  tweet  reward  for  all  his  toil! 
Once  more  he  views  his  native  soil— 
Once  more  he  tha^  indulgent  Fata 
That  brings  him  Co  hi  t  bonny  Kate. 

Soft  as  the  dghs  of  sephyr  Aow 
Tender  and  Plaintive  as  her  woA  - 
Serene  was  the  attemive  eve 
That  heard  Tom's  bonny  Kitty 
grieve. 

••  Oh,  what  avails,**  cried  she,  ••  my 
pain ! 

He*s  swallow’d  In  the  greedy  malnt 
Ah,  never  shall  I  welcome  home. 
With  tender  joy,  my  honest  Tom  I” 

Now  high  upon  the  faithfii)  shroud, 
T'he  land  awhile  that  teem’d  a  cloud. 
While  ob^ecte  from  t  hr  mitt  arise, 

A  feast  presents  Tom  s  longing  eyes. 
A  riband  near  his  heart*  which  lay. 
Now  see  him  tm  his  hat  display. 

The  given  sign  to  show  that  Fate, 
Had  brought  him  safe  to  bonny 
Kate.  V 

Near  to  a  cliff,  whose  heights  oonu 
mand 

A  prospect  of  tbo  slielly  strand, 
while  Kitty  Fate  and  Fortune 
blamed. 

Sudden  with  npture  8heeKdaim*d— 
*«But  see,  O  Heavcnl  a  ship  In 
view. 

My  Tom  appean  among  the  ertw$. 
The  pledge  be  swore  to  bring  sMb 
home 

ittwmttahhltttelhJNMilTmir 


There  enee  nfae  a  Gallani 
Knight.  t 

’^HBKB  oDce  was  a  gahatti 


Now  Sqfe  Moored. 

(Dibdin.) 

*\TOW  seA  moored,  with  bowl 
btftwe  us» 

Msssmates,  heave  a  hand  wilhme} 
LsadH  btether  sailer  chorus 
While  be  slags  onr  lives  ai  sea. 
0*er.|lie  white  wave  sweHtef  oeeaa. 
Test’d  aloft,  er  humbled  low^ 
Astefear,*tli  ^laaeftiB 
When  oar  tlm«rct9i|]||^1Nniist 


s  saim  to  a  tidy  bnghb,- 
Oh,  lady  love,  oh  I 


Fallal  la« 


bring  you  golden  dudn, 

•ns  a  sign  you  know, 
rour  slave  l  win  eyer  remaoit 
Oh,  lady  love,  oh  1 

lUfadk. 

[hen  softly  Che  dudd  did  iiaf«w 
Nothing  of  chains  1  kn^ 
rather  VHndd  haveaTing, 


The  Keepeake. 

A  sequel  to  ”The  Cavalter.*  / 

ON  a  Sne  summer's  day. 

As  the  ”  Cavaliar**  lay 
At  his  length  In  the  giacnwood 
shade, 

Apr^jmgetey^.  _ 

Came  oimte^g  the  gl^i 


Jridk  in  Att  BUmmi» 


Th»  W^rhlmg  Wtiagmtr. 


'^HEK  1  Int  traM  •  vac* 

**  CMWIk  ^ 

A  waggoaiBf  did  fO,V” 

I  ill'd  my  pareatt*  heaits  lull 
Of  sorrow,  grief,  and  woe  ; 

And  many  art  the  hardships 
That  1  have  gone  chrougli  t 
BnlsingWol  my  lads,tllif  Wol 
Drive  eo,  mj  lads,l  Of 
And  whe  can  lead  tka  life 
Of  a  jolly  wagfoaer* 

His  a  cold  and  stonny  nlgkt. 

And  l*m  wet  te  Sis  skin, 

Bnt  I’ll  bear  it  witheoateottneac. 
Till  1  get  into  the  inn. 

Then  X  vriil  get  a-drinking. 

With  thelaadlord  and  his  Aiends. 

And  ting  wo,  dEO. 


Mewsammei  itiscoaiing. 

What  pleuure  we  shall  seel  - 
The  small  birds  are  a^siogteS 
la  every  greea  tree ; 

The  Uaekbirds  and  the  Ikruskes  , 
Are  whistling  in  the  grove. 

And  siaging  wo,  Ac. 

Now  Michaelmai  is  coining. 

What  pleasure  we  shall  Snd  ; 

It  will  make  the  geld  te  0y,  my 
boys, 

liko  obair  before  the  wind : 

And  every  Ud  shall  take  kis  lass. 
And  set  hef  oa  kis  knee, 

Aadsiag  wo,  Ae. 


Tve  heard  ckem  talk  ofaoaglaBif 
Of  grief,  aad  saah  like  imi } 

I've  eoBsteat  beea  to  tea,  aii^  1, 
But  Dover  griev’d  Ar  one  t 
The  Sowl^  sails  we  tars  unbead, 
*  To  lead  a  jovial  life, 
la  every  meat  to  iad  a  firlead, 
la  uverj  port  a  wi A, 


Thus  be  we  sailers  all  tbe^go, 

Op  fortuae's  sea  we  rub,  . 

'  We  works  and  loves,  aad  igbts  th# 

foe , 

Aud  drinks  the  geaeroue  bub. 
Sterme  that  the  masts  to  spliatefe 
rend, 

I  5^n*i  shake,  eur  Joy  Al  lift, 

I  InVvery  mess  we  ind  a  Atead, 

In  every  port  a  wife. 


Fvo  a  ^aaking  wife  alPerlimowA 
Oates, 

A  pigmy  at  Ooree, 

Aa  eraago*tawoy  ap  the  Sttaitth 
A  blank  at  St.  Laeie  ; 

That,  wbataomedver  eourse  I  bendap 
I  leads  a  Jovial  HA, 
la  every  mesa  I  iad  a  friead, 
la  every  port  a  wife. 

^  if  ^ 


Will  Gaft  by  death  wastifea  abaeb| 
1  name  CO  bring  the  news; 

Poll  whimper’d  sore,  bat  what  din 
Jack  ? 

Why,  stood  la  William's  ahoes^ 
She  tut,  I  chased,  bin  in  the  end 
She  lov’d  me  as  her  Hfe, 

Aad  le  she  got  an  honesl  friend, 
And‘l  a  loving  wiA. 


(DMIa.)  m- 


^DLD 


Jack  the  saBor  kora  I 


Fray  kow  d*ya  like  my  nib, 

M/  irnusers  wide,my  tnuppertawm 
My  nab  aad  towing  Jtbt 
1  satts  tke  seas  from  ead  ta  nad^ 
Aad  leads  ajnyoas  liA^ 
la  every  moM  1  iad  a  Alni^ 
ta  every  perl  a  wlA. 


